V 


The Light of the Palace 


P ERHAPS this title may recall the portrait 
of a beautiful oriental girl which was 
hung at an exhibition of the National 
Academy of Design. It represented that type 
of pensive loveliness which, when combined 
witn the early period of budding womanhood 
in Eastern lands, seems to hold the charm of a 
rare exotic flower. If it was said to be the 
best thing Latham did on his sketching trip 
to the Orient, Latham asserts that the story 
attaching to it possesses a unique and thrilling 
experience. In this wise Latham tells how he 
came to paint “The Light of the Palace.” 

He had wandered down from Japan with 
portfolios satisfactorily filled with sketches of 
geisha folk, touched at Rangoon to indulge 
bis brush in an orgy of color, and opportunely 
arrived at Calcutta to transfer to canvas the 
features of the Viceroy. Then he went on to 
Sultanpur to try his hand on the mosque 
tomb for which the place is famous. Hence 
he came to sit on a selected spot, from which 
he could obtain a view in right perspective of 
the glistening fabric, so ethereal in conception 
and exquisite in design that many were the 
artists who had gone away in despair. He 
was thus occupied on one occasion when he 
was startled by a voice almost in his ear. 

“ If the Talented One does so well in repro- 
ducing the effect of marble and bronze, surely 
he can excel in painting his own kind.” 

Latham glanced up quickly over his shoulder, 
to meet a shrewd, wizened old face bent down- 
ward and regarding his work intently. The 
turbaned head straightened itself, while 
Latham swept with comprehensive look a 
rather undersized lean figure, whose long 
embroidered coat suggested a person of im- 
portance. Two servants halted at a respectful 
distance emphasized the presumption. The 
lean old man drew from within a fold of his 
coat an extra large size visiting card. The 
card announced in Hindustani and English 
characters that the possessor was Vizir to the 
King of Ghanzi. Latham looked at the card, 
and rising reciprocated the polite attention in 
occidental fashion. 

“ I’m glad to meet you, Vizir,” he greeted. 
“My name’s Latham of New York.” 

The Vizir bowed as he disclosed the further 
information that Ghanzi lay only a short 
distance from Sultanpur, and that his master 
had heard of the Heaven Endowed American’s 
presence in the latter place. So much, in fact, 
was his Highness impressed, that he had sent 
his footstool, the Vizir, with a request. Would 
the American Sahib paint a portrait for the 
King? 

^TTHY, yes," replied Latham, rather taken 
with the idea of exercising his skill on 
*n Indian potentate, “I should be glad to 
paint the King's portrait.” 

The Vizir’s keen eyes twinkled as he ran his 
fingers through his henna dyed beard. “It is 
aot a portrait of himself that his Highness 
wishes,’ said the Vizir; “but that of a girl.” 

“A girl?” exclaimed Latham with a note of 
interrogation. Into his mind swept the far 
more enticing thought of painting one of the 
beauties of the harem, an absolutely unique 
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The Vizir inclined his head slightly. “ Yes.” 
he said, “it is the King's desire that you paint 
the picture of a beautiful girl. But it is to your 
Talentship the King looks to find the girl. 

“What!” ejaculated Latham, rather taken 
aback. “ He wants me to find the girl?” 

“Yes, if the Heaven Gifted pleases. The 

Ishes for the portrait of a beautiful girl.” 
I see," replied Latham. “ He wants me to 
paint an ideal picture, or one from a model.” 

“So that she is beautiful,” acquiesced the Vizir, 
“the King does not otherwise care or make con- 
ditions. But.” he enjoined, “her eyes must be like 
the opening of lotus buds, her lips as the petals of a 
rose, her teeth like pearls, and her ears resembling 
the most delicate of seashells. Sahib she must be 
very beautiful!” 

“ Well,” reflected Latham, “ I guess it can be done; 
but—” 

“ But if your Talentship thinks of the price,” the 
Vizir interposed with some eagerness, “the King will 
pay ten, fifteen, even twenty, thousand rupees. 
Only the portrait must be beautiful, such a one as to 
make any man gaze upon it with delight, to raise in 
him a thousand yearnings of desire.” 

Latham took a thoughtful turn or two up and 
down in front of the Vizir. While the King’s object 
in possessing such a picture was no. affair of his, the 
offer was certainly tempting. Presently he came to 
a halt and a decision. ‘Well,” he nodded, “I think 
( can satisfy the King's requirements. I presume I 
can find a model somewhere, just to give me the local 
type of feature.” 

"And the Master of Painters will have the picture 
done soon, in a few days?” questioned the Vizir. 

“Why, as to that, I can’t say to an hour,” replied 
Latham. “ It depends a good deal upon how 1 feel, or 
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The Clasiic Beauty of Thia Hindu Maid Swept in 
Irreaiatibly Upon Hie Artiatic Senac. 

what we call inspiration. I may or may not grasp 
the ideal quickly. But I will put off this work and 
begin right away to get the other in mind. I’m 
stopping at Ramchander’s hotel. The King can rely 
upon my painting the picture as soon as possible.” 

“ Wan! Wah! Very good!” exclaimed the 
Vizir. " I will come to your Talentship’s hotel soon. 
May you produce speedily that which the King has 
set his heart upon! In this matter the King feels 
that no native painter possesses the requisite skill; 
that only by one of your gifts can it be done.” 

T ATHAM’S first proceeding was to search for a 
model. Without one he hardly liked to trust to 
his imagination in such an important commission. 
But the effort proved disappointing. If native mod- 
esty regarding the unveiling of the face was over- 
come by persuasion in a few cases, it was to disclose 
features of small loss to anyone by concealment; 
certainly none at all to Latham for the purpose of 
catching the lines of a beautiful oriental face. The 
first glimpse of a huge nose ring drove all inspiration 
out of his head, by fascinating his attention and 
making him feel how uncomfortable such an orna- 
ment must be to the wearer, particularly at dinner 
time. In that vein there was nothing of the ideal or 
romantic he sought. 

He was thus rambling about the city in an unset- 
tled mental state, when he wandered into a semi- 
public garden adjoining a temple. The spot was 

if 


pleasantly shaded by the dark green, evei 
trembling foliage of pipul trees, with the ad- 
ditional cool attraction of a tank of clear water 
in the center, partly overgrown with lotus 
The melodious twittering of birds and an oc- 
casional emerald flash of a parrot’s wing over- 
head were otherwise appealing. 

But it was not the setting of the picture thai 
spontaneously captured Latham’s attention 
His eyes became riveted upon the figure of a 
girl, standing at the edge of the tank and 
apparently admiring her reflection in the 
water. Assuredly, he thought, she was entitled 
to a considerable measure of satisfaction in that 
respect. He had not encountered the like of 
her in all his Eastern travels. Some of his 
little Japanese geisha friends had been well 
favored enough after their kind ; but the classic 
beauty and garb of this Hindu maid swept in 
irresistibly upon his artistic sense. Such grace 
of form emphasized by the clinging diaphanous 
folds of her pale orange sari! Such a sym- 
metrically modeled contour! The tiny dia- 
mond that sparkled in the lobe of one of hei 
nostrils seemed entirely harmonious and tc 
point the delicacy of that feature. He did not 
doubt the downcast eyes held all manner of 
mysterious witchery. 

Latham had halted abruptly in fear lest she 
detect his presence and take to hasty flight 
realizing that before him was his ideal for the 
King’s portrait. Presently she liftd a hand with 
a jingle of bangles and tossed a few crumbs intc 
the water. 

“ Hai, Ram! Quick, Ram!” she cried. “Else 
you will go without bread to-day.” 

A fluttering dart of silver scales to the sur- 
face of the water was followed by a ripple of 
laughter as the girl chided a particular fisfc 
called after the great Hindu deity. 

“Ah, Ram! Slow, Ram! Your wife, Devt 
has now got all the bread. Besides you have 
splashed my sari.” 

CHE shook the skirt of her garment and 
^ raising her head, cast her eyes upon Lat- 
ham. But she did not set wings to her feet as 
he thought most probable, or even hastily veil 
her face. Impulsively she drew a fold merely 
across her mouth ; but the smile she shot from 
her eyes was so full of naivetd and frank con 
fidence that Latham would have been othei 
than an American had he failed to reciprocate 
As he came forward she saluted him with a 
half salaam of charming grace and proceeded 
to explain the characteristics of the holy fish 
that dwelt in the tank, as if it was the most 
natural thing in the world for her to talk with 
a white sahib. 

By degrees he drew from her part of hei 
story, which perhaps accounted for her friendly 
and somewhat unconventional attitude. It 
appeared she was of Maratha parentage, and 
Maratha women are accustomed to go in pub- 
lic unveiled. The robber, freebooting spirit of 
the race bestowed upon the women greater in- 
dependence than is found elsewhere in India. 
In the flashing glance of their dark eyes you 
feel they are capable of things otherwise than 
household duties. Perchance their small hands 
might be found not unfamiliar with weapons 
at a pinch. So relates history, at any rate. 
Neither was this girl afraid of the white sahibs. 
Why should she be, when she had played with 
the Colonel’s little son of her father’s regiment? 
Her father had been a subadar Maior, the senioi 
native officer. But the chota sahib (that was 
the little white boy) had gone away over the 
great black water, and “Ahi!” she was afraid 
she would never see him again. But for his sake she 
liked the white sahibs. It was then Latham caught 
that wistful, pensive expression subsequently re- 
marked with approval in the portrait. 

This much of her confidence gained, it was not a 
difficult matter for Latham to suggest painting hei 
portrait. Perhaps she appreciated the compliment 
to her beauty, probably she hardly understood the 
significance of the act. She could not of course go to 
his apartment at the hotel; but as she came every 
morning to feed the holy fish — why, if he thought she 
was so pretty, she did not seem to anticipate any 
harm. 

S O, with the temple garden as his studio, and Ahalia 
for his model, Latham painted the portrait foi 
the King of Ghanzi. Whenever h- wanted to catch 
just the right expression on her features, he reverted 
to the incident of the little chota sahib who had gone 
over the black water. A hi! Latham too felt it was 
unlikely she would ever see him again; but somehow 
he hoped the chotc sahib bore her in mind even as she 
remembered him. In any case he realized an obliga- 
tion to the unknown chota sahib for her friendly dis- 
position toward his kind. With such inspiration he 
worked rapidly. In a few days the portrait was 
nearly finished. Only another po^e and the work 
would be done. 

That pose was never granted him. When he came 
as usual to the garden Ahalia was not there. Like 
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imagination, and that the original is not to be T ATHAM was surveying what little there was 
found on earth. Therefore I am foolish to set J - i to be seen of the house, with a dawning con- 
so much store on a fantasy. But you know viction that he had come on a fruitless errand, 
whether this is so or not. Tell me that the when an old woman came down the lane, weep- 
original does live in very reality, that she is to jng and wringing her hands in evident distress, 
be found somewhere, be her position what it "Ask the old woman what her trouble is,” 
may. and there is nothing I will not do to show Latham instructed G -lab Dat. 
my gratitude." Gfolab Dat spoke to the woman, and pres- 

ently interpreted. "She says. Sahib, that she 
THE Prince sank into a chair, while Latham is maid to Parah Singh's (laughter. and that 
4 remained standing with hands thrust deep her voung mistress is to go to the white cobra." 
in his pockets, turning the situation over in his "Go to the white cobra' ' repeated Latham, 
mind. Methodically he lit a cheroot. Whether "Tell her to explain what that means." 
in disclosing the truth he would l>e assisting the "If the Heaven Bom wishes.” went on the 
Prince's best interests seemed doubtful ; but he old woman. “ my young mistress has fallen into 

well as a great error Alas' it was in the Garden of the 
'j Fish God that she listened to the talk of a white 
hich he appeared to be sahib. No good ever comes of such talk with a 
learance of the white sahib, and my young mistress gave him 
Jeanwhile the more than was prudent.” 

"That's not the truth," promptly asserted 
Latham. 

“Ah. Sahib!" protested the old woman 
I did paint the " Who is to know? The white sahib talked with 
willing to add that her there on many mornings, and took away 
“ ;. her face on a piece of cloth That was the magic 

that gave her into his power. My young mis- 
from the chair tress asserts her innocence but who can be 
len you know lieve? Not her father. Parah Singh. Parah 
where she is?" Singh is a very nroud man. Sahib, and he sits 

"No." replied Latham "That is just what overcome with the shame of her disgrace. That 
I do not. The fact is I chanced is whv Ahalia must go to the white cobra.” 
upon her in the garden of the Fish God Temple - "Great Heavens'” ejaculated Latham, as 
but she disappeared before the last pose. I his responsibility in what now looked like a 
.e not seen anything of her for ten days at tragedy swept in upon his understanding. 
So he hastened least, and I really have no idea where she is." “ Why, I — I was the sahib, and I can swear to 
The Prince received this news with keen dis- her innocence by all the gods of her country! 
appointment: but brightened as Latham re- Just take me in to see Parah Singh, and I’ll ex- 
sponded to his plea for assistance in finding the plain the whole thing — more than he imagines.” 
girl. " You see." he explained. " I must enlist The old woman drew back a step and stared 
the Prince liegan your friendship in this matter, because I can- vindictively at Latham. For a moment she 
_ i- not move outside the palace without being clenched her hands and raised them as if to call 
watched If my object in trying to find the down a curse on his head but she changed to 
girl was discovered, some injure might fall on a submissive attitude, perhaps as the wiser 
ner. I can trust you, I know. I also know you course. " Who would believe the sahib? Surely 
•• will not refuse." ’ not Parah Sineh. He knows the white sahibs 

debt if you "PI do what I can,” Latham responded, well. The sahib may speak the truth ; but he 
"since to some extent I am responsible, but if could do no good.” 
acquiesced Latham. _ “ If you I fail — " " But. Great Scott'" ejaculated Latham with 

"You will not fail." asserted the Prince, tenseness. " I can't allow the girl to suffer pun- 

“The men of your race do not fail in anything ishment on my account — to go to — Just tell 

they undertake." me what is going to happen.' 

“ Well, we try not to. of course but the way The old woman again gave wav to a fit of 
of things here is mightv different from what we weeping, as she explained that Ahalia was to 
are accustomed to. Still. I'll do my best. In the be taken out that night to the Temple of Kali, 
meantime keep vour courage up," he added in the serpent crowned one. and submit her arm 
a sympathetic spirit, "and don t let anyone to the tooth of the white cobra. Such was the 
know you’ve taken me into vour confidence. I fate of indiscreet women of her caste.” 
should’ say particularly the Vizir, or our curry "My Heaven''' hoarsely cried Latham. 
; his words with gestures, may be seasoned with something even worse " That's horrible' I can't stand for that' Some- 

in you." he began "be- for digestion than Ramchander's spices. I un- thing must be done to stop it!" 

victim of an outrageous derstand that family disputes are frequently Latham's earnestness seemed to impress the 
;ine you have played an settled after that fashion in this country. I’ll old woman for she moved closer, at the same 

let you know directly I gain any news of the time restraining her emotion. * Has the sahib 

on an expression of sur- girl " great courage* she asked, 

for further particulars. "In a ca« like this I can face anything.” 

rn." continued the Prince. /^\ the whole. Latham was not very confi- "And money to spend?" 

tainted a picture for the dent of finding Ahalia. In the swarming "All that is necessary.” 

hive of the native town, with its labyrinth of The old woman drew her veil over her wrin- 
idmit having done so." grotesquely decorated houses, streets that kled face and spoke for some moments in a 
as no embargo of secrecy doubled on themselves, and lanes ending in muffled undertone. Latham listened intently, 

nsaction." blank walls, what chance was there for him to now and then interposing questions, 

i,” said the Prince. “No discover anyone? It was necessary for him to "I see," he said at last. " Other litter — 

ave done such work. I obtain native assistance, and the natural per- Yes, it seems a practical idea." 

in Europe. -and can easily son to rely upon was his servant. So, without "But the sanib must not forget the other 

European and our native disclosing more than he wished to find the girl, side,” warned the old woman, “else the tooth 

cture has l>een the means he told Golab Dat all he knew about her per- of the white cobra — ” 

sonallv. and sent him off fortified with the "Yes. I'll take mighty good care of that,” 
le Prince in considerable requisite cash "prisants.” returned Latham. "Jove! we haven't much 

• did not have an inten- It was after dark when Golab Dat returned, time t<> put the scheme into operation.” 

protested. enveloped in a cloak of mystery. "Sahib." he He handed the old woman a roll of paper 
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sumably that was the end of Ahalia as far as he 
was concerned. 


despised the Vizir on professional as 
other grounds, was inclined to be sympathetic 
toward a love afiair in wl ' 
the moving spirit, and the dis, 

f ir! again rose to his mind. 

Vince watched Latham's face with anxious in- 
terest. 

'Well." said Latham at last, "I can ease 
your suspense on one punt 

portrait from life, and I am 0 

interrogated Latham looking the beauty of the original far exceeds my effort. 

I do not consider I did the girl full justice." 

‘ Ah !" cried the Prince risini 

haraja of Sultanpur." with outstretched hands. 

“Well, 1 wonder what he wants with me? ' 
remarked Latham. 

"His Highness did not say but begs as a I am afrai 
favor vou will speak with him." 

Such a person was not to lie denied, of course, _ 
particularly as in Latham s mind there rose the havi 
idea of another commission. P~ u “ 1 ‘ 1 * 

into the vestibule, to meet a young man dressed 
like a European of good position except for a 
neatly folded turban, and of rather prepossess- 
ing appearance. 

' jresume 

iicate that the English Ian- 
u was at his command. 

Latham bowed. 

" 1 wish to discuss with you a matter of great 
importance in private." explained the Prince. 

" I should regard mvself in your debt if you 
would grant me a few minutes. 

"Certainly." 

will rome to my room, I think we shall be in 
private there.” 

VT/HEN Latham had succeeded in sending 
** Golab Dat off on an impromptu errand 
and closed the means of evesdropping. he in- 


curries, when G-lab Dat. his servant, ap- 
proached with an air of importance. He ad- 
dressed Latham in a tone sufficiently loud to be 
overheard by the servants of other masters not 
specially favored bv Kings ami such folk. 

“If the Presence pleases, the Rao Sahib 
wishes to speak with him." 

“The who?” i 

up. 

" The Rao Sahib, Heir Apparent of the Ma- 
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ALMOST CAUGHT 


marrying anvone of whom 1 knew nothing ex- “ What has hap- 
cept by exaggerated hearsay. To my mind it pened to her?" ques- 
is not enough to be told that a certain girl is tioned Latham, 
a Pearl of Delight, and so forth. But against " That Parah Singh’s 
even catching a glimpse of the woman of your butler would not say. 
hope Ix-fore marriage there is the insurmounta- for the honor of the 
ble barrier of our native custom. You cannot family: but if the 
see and rarelv speak with her. Therefore I had Presence wishes to see 
refused the offer to maiTV a daughter of the that girl again I think 
King of Ghanzi.” he had better set 

"Well, 1 don’t blame you." agreed Latham, about it soon. It is 
"So," went on the Prince, “what does that said Parah Singh is a 
crafty old fox. the King of Ghanzi’s Vizir, do very stem man and the 
but obtain from you this picture. It was sent girl may have offended 
to me with the information that it was a true him.” 
portrait of the King of Ghanzi’s daughter, As nothing further 
painted bv a native artist from sittings in a was to be drawn from 
mirror. That method, you know, is sometimes Golab Dat. Latham 
permissible." ' decided it might be ad 

“Well, I'll lx* hanged!” ejaculated Latham, visable to reconnoiter 
“If thenativeartistpartisn'tthelimitof gall'" Parah Singh's house. 

“Exactly.” joined in the Prince; "but the So he instructed Golab 
effect upon me was perhaps even better than Dat to lead the way. 
was hoped for. 1 at once fell into the trap — fell Directness did not 
deeply in love with the picture, or the girl it was seem to be a strong 
declared to represent. I hardly believed such point in Golab Dat's 
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money. Then he sent Golab Dat off with a 
message for the Prince’s ear alone and instruc- 
tions to join him afterward. 

“The sahib will surely be at the place,” 
urged the old woman. 

"I'll be there without fail," replied Latham. 

'T’WO hours later the heavy gates of Parah 
*■ Singh’s court were opened, disclosing a 
group surrounding a curtained litter. The 
flare of a torch cast into relief the stem fea- 
tures of Parah Singh and the specter like forms 
of white robed women. As the bearers lifted 
the litter and moved to the gate, a wail broke 
from the lips of the women. Turning upon 
Parah Singh, they cast their arms upward ap- 
pealingly. but Parah Singh’s face did not re- 
lent. He waved his hand toward the small pro- 
cession passing through the gate. 

"So go all such women!" 

The Titter swung out into the lane, as the 
gates closed upon the lingering wail of the wo- 
men. Then it was borne through dark and un- 
frequented streets in silence. Presently the 
leader of the bearers turned into a lane even 
narrower than that bv Parah Singh's house. 
The high walls on each side barely permitted 
two persons to pass. A few paces beyond the 
entrance another similar litter was seen com- 
ing in the opposite direction. When the two 
processions met a dispute at once rose over the 
right of passage. 

“Out of the way, pigs, for a palace litter I" 
cried the leader of the advancing bearers. 

" To Gehenna with your fathers and grand- 
fathers!" was promptly hurled back bv the 
leader of the other set of bearers from Parah 
Singh’s house. "May their souls inhabit the 
bodies of scorpions!" 

It is perhaps worthy of remark that the 
leader of the palace litter procession looked 
wonderfully like Golab Dat. 

From such recriminations it was a short pas- 
sage to blows. The respective bearers set down 
their burdens and began a desperate fight— at 
least an onlooker would have thought so Yells 
and curses filled the air, while good thumping 
whacks resounded from the sidewalks and lit- 
ter roofs principally. In the midst of the din. 
as if by understood signal the fighting bearers 
desisted. Picking up their burdens, they 
trotted off as if nothing unusual had happened. 

CO the litter from Parah Singh’s house went 
** on out of the city and into the flat surround 
ing country. In a little while the massed irreg- 
ular outlines of a temple came into view, set in 
a waste and desolate spot. As the litter ap- 
proached. a chant rose from within the temple. 


and another procession came forth, half nude, 
white skirted figures with topknots and caste 
marks which gave them an unearthly sinister 
appearance. At the portals of the temple the 
litter bearers set down their burden and waited. 
Far in the interior flaming lamps shone on the 
hideous, garland wreathed image of the Serpent 
Crowned Goddess. Slowly the other procession 
encircled the litter. Presently from the head 
of it a figure stepped forth, grasping a writhing 
white object by the neck. Tie swiftly came to 
the door of the litter and bent down to part the 
curtains with his disengaged hand. 

He was about to thrust the serpent within, 
when a figure sprang out from the other side. 
With a good round oath Latham reached across 
the roof of the litter and brought a heavy stick 
down on the holy snakekeeper s shoulder. A 
cry of sudden pain was followed by another 
blow, which tossed the white cobra an inert coil 
into the dust, impotent for further mischief. 

For a moment consternation seized upon the 
members of the sacred clan, but courage re- 
turned with a cry of sacrilege. They advanced 
toward Latham with threatening gestures . but 
the strength of one sahib prevailed over a score 
of clawing hands. With stick and fist Latham 
laid about him with such vigor that he soon 
cleared a passage. 

“Had enough?” he cried, panting, as he 
turned from liowling over a fellow who had 
crept up behind. "All right," he ejaculated 
as the rest shrank back. ”1 guess I’ve paid my 
respects to one institution. Now " he in- 
structed the litter bearers, ’ trot back ahead to 
the city I m not going to risk another seasick 
ride in that box on my own account.’ 

T^EXT morning when Latham was at his 
earlv breakfast the Prince entered and 
grasped him warmly by the hand 

Is she all right?” was Latham’s eager in 


quir^r. 


" I have already acknowledged her as my 
wife.' said the Prince. ’ Her happiness shall 
be my chief aim." 

"Good 1 ’ returned Latham. "1 congratu 
late you heartily." 

■' But how can I requite vou on her as well 
as my own account f ” begged the Prince 

Latham thought for a moment. * Well " he 
said. ’ since you have what you wish for most 
in the girl herself. I shall accept only one thing, 
and that is that which led in the first place to 
your desire, her portrait.” 

So that is how the portrait numbered thirtv- 
one on the catalogue, and entitled ' The Light 
of the Palace " came to hang on the walls of the 
National Academy of Design. 


READY WIT AS A SAVING QUALITY 


M ANY good examples 
there are of witty an- 
swers that have turned away 
wrath and have become a saving grace. As a 
specimen of ready wit it would be difficult to 
beat the retort of Charles Burleigh the great op- 
ponent of the slave trade. He was in the mid- 
dle of one of his eloquent denunciations of 
slavery when a well aimed and rotten egg struck 
him full in the face. 

"This," he said calmlv, as he produced his 
handkerchief and wiped his face. A is a striking 
evidence of what I have always maintained, 
that proslavery arguments are unsound." 

A NOTHER example was that displayed by 
“*■ AbW de Voisenon. who had been unfortu- 
nate enough to offend the great Cond6 and 
lose his favor. When the Abb£ went to court 
to make his peace with the offended Prince, the 
latter rudely turned his back on him. 

"Thank Heaven, sir," the Abl>6 exclaimed, 
"I have been misinformed! Your Highness 
does not treat me as if I were an enemy.” 

"Why do you say that?" the Prince de- 
manded. 

"Because, sir," answered the Abb£. "your 
Highness never turns his back on an enemy." 

, FHE Duke of Wellington answered a similar 
1 insult with equal if more crushing clever- 
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of old Sherman, you know.’ 

The General joined the 
gathering amid profound si- 


ness. 


ieu tenant he said 
you might have said 


equ 

When the French King introduced one 


of his Field Marshals to Wellington, the Marshal 
turned his back on his former enemy. 

Louis Philippe was naturally indignant, and 
gized to the Duke for such rude behavior, 
iv, forgive him, sir.” the Iron Duke said 
quietly. "I am afraid it was I who taught him 
to do that in the Peninsula." 

A ND still another is told of how Gr£vy. when 
French President, once extricated himself 
from a predicament with wonderful presence of 
mind. He was being conducted round the 
salon of an eminent artist, when he saw a paint- 
ing which displeased him. 

"What a daub!" he exclaimed. "Whose is 
it?” 

"That picture, M. le President,” said his cice- 
rone, "is my own work.” 

"Ah!" said the President, without any sign 
of embarrassment at his awkward mistake. 
"In our country, when we particularly wish to 
purchase a thing, we always begin by running 
it down," and, true to his part, he purchased 
the offending painting there and then. 

AN instance is related of a newly appointed 
officer on General Sherman’s staff whose 
wit saved him from a breach of etiquette. 

The General liked young men; but not when 
they were fresh. He was full of praise for the 
bright officer in his first epaulettes; but de- 
spised a Second Lieutenant’s attempted famil- 
iarity. One night he happened to overhear a 
boyish officer sav to a group of friends 

" Sherman? Deuced good fellow. He and 
I had a bottle of wine together. 1 am rather fond 


lence. Turning to the 
sternly. " I think sir. 

General Sherman.” 

" No." answered the youngster with happy 
presence of mind. *' Did you ever hear of 
General Achilles or General Julius Caesar?" 

pROBABLY no one had more ready wit than 
x Sir Frank Lockwood, the lawyer. He was a 
tall man and an unruly member of his audience 
once called out to him in the middle of his 
speech ’ Go it telescope 1 ' 

" My friend is mistaken in applying that term 
to me,’ Sir Frank quietly said. " He ought to 
claim it for himself, for, though he cannot 
draw me out I think I can both see through 
him and shut him up.” 

/"\N another occasion one of his political op- 
ponents called. * All lawyers are rogues!” 
" I am glad.' - Sir Frank quickly rejoined, ” to 
greet this gentleman as a member of my pro- 
fession. but he need not proclaim our short- 
comings to the world.” 

/k SIMILAR anecdote is told of Robert 
Smith, brother of Sydney Smith and an 
ex-Advocate General. On one occasion he en- 
gaged in an argument with a physician over 
the merits of their respective professions. 

” I don't say that all lawyers are crooks,” 
said the doctor in his final summing up. "but 
my opponent will have to admit that his pro- 
fession doesn’t make angels of men." 


"No.” quietly retorted Smith, "you doctors 
certainly have the best of us there." 

A STORY is told of a prisoner before Lord 
Justice Fitzgibbon. at the time when the 
latter was one of the Justices of Appeals of Ire- 
land. whose ready wit probably saved his neck. 

Lord Fitzgibbon was holding assizes in Tip- 
perary County, when a man was brought before 
nim on indictment for murder. The case 
was proved that the victim came to his death 
by being hit with a stick in the hands of the 
defendant; but the doctor testified that he had 
what they called in medical parlance a " paper 
skull.” 

The case looked dark for the prisoner, how- 
ever. and the iurv returned a verdict of guilty. 
As the man was bmught before the court for 
sentence it was noticed that his Lordship had 
his black cap in his hand. 

"Have you anything to say why sentence 
should not be pronounced upon you?” de- 
manded Lord Fitzgibbon. 

The man looked for a moment and then said. 
"No, your Lordship, I have nothing to say; 
but I should like to ask one question.’ 

"What is that, my man? ’ said Fitzgibbon. 

" I should like to know what a man with a 
head like that was doing in Tipperary?” 

The black cap was put away and a prison 
sentence imposed. 
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